EXTREMES MEET

which seemed as if before the sun sank they must dissolve
In a fume of hot gold, he was merely aware of how
pleasant it would be to sit and talk to Georgie in her
civilized room. He felt that there he should be like these
stale sun-tortured streets waiting for the cool and merciful
evening to come like a grey-robed nurse and soothe their
weariness. Had he not been so emotionally tired by his
afternoon he might have smiled to think of Georgie as
either cool or merciful or healing. But he was tired ; and
at this moment he just thought of her as England, and
of her room as an illusion of home.

194